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by Helena Pantsis 

It was the sting of the razor against red painted legs, 
poltergeist scars burning at the echo of trimmed hairs. 

Witch rituals of evening hour; 

forward ageing ladies made non-linear at request. 

Their hair, their nails, their egos cut to reverse the workings of time 
while their red raw flesh stews in cauldrons - she is leftovers (delicious). 

Feast your eyes on 

fraud laughs, pseudo smiles, mock realities. 

It was the sting of his disgust on her black-cat materiality. 

Wiccan woman you walk 

-talk 

bloom too much like man. 
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Naked 

by Kyla Houbolt 

dangerous to know 
your soul is naked 
inside this box of bones and blood 

world tries so hard 
to bum that fact away 
trick us with bling 

we forget our own scent 

if you ask yourself 
why how they do 
that what for 

you might also thank 
the box for holding you 
gently in grave silence 

and, please, let 
the inside story 
scream or sing 
or sob its name 
into your void. 
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Looking for the rainbow (under the influence) 

by Elizabeth Moura 


Every cave has another exit. 

Maybe out the back. 

Maybe down and out through 
The magma, walking on fallen 
Stepping stones. 

You go through on your own. 

No headlamps required, 

No special gear. Take your life 
And move on. 

There’s a lot of darkness. 

Slime. Heat. Cold. What lies 
Under that rock, you wonder. 

Deep inside, you expect to find 
The bones of other travelers. 

There’s always a crack somewhere, 

A little light, like an elderly bolt. 

Comes through. Do you really 
Want to see the broken bones 
Of children? Or a white hair. 

Trembling in your wake? 

The mawing skulls of women tortured 
For being women? The ruptured 
Pelvises of men of color? 

Do you really want to see? 

Or do you want to travel on. 

To get out into the clear air? 

Ok. Just remember, the air never 
Is clear. It’s cloudy. It rains. It storms. 
When you get up there, 

If you get up there, 

The horizon is a negative. 

You believe you see something pleasant, 
But it is not “the real.” It is not “the real.” 
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An IRL friend on Facebook posts his childrerfs 
Easter baskets - a video drone for each of them. 


A man crosses Paulison Avenue to the taundronrat. 
He’s Dushing a cart with the luxury of a cage 
attached to the front for detergent and fabnc softener. 
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weltschmerz 


(n.) lit. world-pain"; the depression you 
feel when the world as it is doesn't 
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Trainspotting Detox 

by Mileva Anastasiadou 



You were bom with a strong superego implanted deep in your mind. 

You did not play with dolls or cars or any toys, 
because you considered them wasted time. 

You had to reach third grade to discover you could daydream in class. 

Most of your classmates were gifted enough to be bom with that knowledge. 
Rarely did those gifted classmates of yours hear a praise coming from the teacher. 
While you garnered them, adding them to your collection. 

A day without a “well done” was a day wasted. 

Yet rarely did a day go by without one. 

So everybody was happy. 

Teachers, parents and you. 


In a comer of your mind you already knew something was completely wrong, 
yet you still couldn’t trace the mistake. 

You were the wonder kid, wondering what went wrong. 

You still remember the advice you gave to a younger kid: 

“Don’t collect praises. You’d better collect stamps.” 

His parents took him away as fast as they could. 

You were ruining their plans, yet you couldn’t understand their reaction back then. 


You decided to perform an experiment. 

You offered yourself one day with no obligations or commitments. 

You could do whatever you wanted for as long you wanted. 

Eventually, you stayed in bed. 

You didn’t feel like doing anything at all. 

That was a day wasted, because you didn’t collect a single “well done”. 

It was also a day wasted because you didn’t prepare anything deserving a praise. 
You then realized you were a junkie. 

“Well done”. 

That two word phrase was your fix. 

You were raised into an addict to praises. 

A high functioning junkie, a proper one nonetheless. 

And you decided to change. 

You were done chasing one goal after another. 

You threw away your collection and tried to detoxify. 

The collection was large and not easy to get rid of. 

And the need to hear another praise choked you from time to time, but you insisted. 
Determined to save yourself. 















DAILY NEWS 



The people who knew you were taken aback. 

Some of them felt disappointed. 

Yet you had exhausted your maturity too soon. 

In time you discovered balance. 

And people who loved you were once more proud of you. 
Not thanks to your collection of achievements this time, 
but for your collection of happy moments. 





You were bom mature and you started to “un-mature” with 
You now enjoy spending time doing aimless activities. 
Activities that won’t offer anything than joy. 

Pure aimless joy. 

You now tell jokes that nobody gets. 

Yet you don’t care. 


You laugh by yourself. 

You are no longer a wonder kid. 

Yet you managed to grow into an adult who wanders through life, 
enjoying the wonders this world has to offer. 

Well done, kiddo! 

You now deserve it more dian ever. 



SEPTEMBER 25, 1973 

Chileans Raid 
Homes, Burn 
Leftist Books 

Santiago, Chile, Sept. 24 (AP) 
— Chilean military authorities 
have launched a book-burning 
eampaigA against Marxist litera¬ 
ture, raiding private homes and 
ordering merchants to get rid of 
leftist materials. 

Col. Pedro Ewing, secretary- 
general of government for the 
military junta that seized power 
Sept. 11, said in a newspaper 
interview published today that 
book stores “must eliminate 
Marxist texts if they don’t want 
to be sanctioned.” 

Yesterday, security forces 
raided numerous apartments at 
gunpoint in central Santiago and 
threw Marxist books, pamphlets 
and posters to the street, where 
they were burned in bonfires. 

Newspaper Ban 

The government also banned 
Marxist newspapers that sup¬ 
ported the government of Presi- 
Salvador Allende, who died 
the bloody Sept. 11 coup. 

But the press secretary for the 
Federico Willoughby, indi¬ 
cated that the new government 
dees not have a full-fledged P o1 - 
icy to eliminate Marxist books. 

Willoughby told a reporter: 
“The junta respects ldeaa.lt 
doesn’t believe burning books will 
stop ideas. Soldiers* police and 
students do not always react in a 







M'HW YOU 0IN DO 


"our power isn't in being less different 
or strange...it's in making strange things 
seem possible." 


■—Kate Doyle Griffiths 




| Together, we 

can make a 

| better system. 
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torture and summary executions. Bonfires 
fueled by "subversive literature” are bum-] 




WHAT ARE HUMAN RIGHTS? 


After Emily 
by Mathilda Cullen 


No drop of door against this winter. 
The crystalline option. Only natural 


The forgetting: a movement across 
The casual inbetweens. Not through 


A hush of body, I, a cloak unfolded 
Into other than this forest. Cracked 


About. Waddled into circumstance 
Overgrown, metropolitan affect. No 


Breath against a subtle skin; what 
History prescribed me, disordered 


Into something resembling order 
Digested. And slept through the day. 


What lurks listening to the babble on 
Some other channel, comers of echo, 


Articulated topography to the contrary: 
A space around what is not said: vowel 


That this body once occupied, unsound. 
Bilabial plosive, diphthong of what loin. 


list 























coup. Telegrams requesting information on 
the whereabouts and guarantees for the phy¬ 
sical safety for those listed elsewhere on 
this page provides a demand which the junta 
will find difficult to ignore. Telegrams 



Gyan Mudras & Suiya Symbols Aren’t For Fascists 
by Krista Bautista 

warbled cadence of succulent slit mouths 

agony seas sigh into bruised plumbs 

silver-tongued cynics quaff rivers from scorched stones 

plagiarists writhe, bone caressed off pinky, ring, & middle 

seal of thumb & index present no peace 

dance into a gilded waltz into extinction 

emerge into earth, become the crumbled soil beneath my boots 








fractured fairy tales 

by Jessie Lynn McMains 



The stories are fractures I keep repeating 
repeating stories I continue to fracture 

at the site of the trauma the fracture repeats 
and again and again and again yet not right 

I mean to say 

I doubt myself (I’m sorry) 


// In this story there are ri 
roses I pick the pinkest roses pink as the inside 

of plastic teacups I weave a garland of disbelief to wind 

around my throat in this fractured fogdrenched' 

city I thought you loved me (said she) If you loved me you’d 

II In this story there’s an ogre an ex 
whose large hands wound around my throat in disbelief 

there on the fractured sidewalk among all the drunks 
they told me a story their hands were not augurs of jealousy 

but magpies to warn me of danger 




is a mattress and a bare swinging lightbulb to wish upon and once upon in this story there is an ax 
I mean a hand that makes legs split open easy there is a sad-eyed boy who says slut like it’s a magic j 

spell 

There is a bouquet of bruises so purple and black and 

a different version to tell your friends 

/ / And in this story there is vodka and incense and the girl says maybe 

you’re not really queer so my sobs turn to 

fractured hiccups and I show her 

how queer 

I am I mean 

become so butch I turn to stone 


(I crack I become a pigeon 


I eat a rose and hop a train) 


















// And in this story if y OU believe me there’s a motel swimming 

pool and a wish to be held by water to not inhabit this 

fractured body so I dive down the dirty drain 

Pete and Repeat are in a pool 
Who is left? 


// In this fracture I repeat half a year and half 
a country later a motel room and someone 

saying if you don’tfuck me 
l’H kill myself 


{sojustfucking kill yourself then 


w sorry) 


// And in this epilogue a woodsman walks into a bar and I stare at the back 

of his head so hard I turn telekinetic an empty beer bottle 

fractures into shards of glass that nearly wound him I’m not 

sorry 



(and later still someone asks if he broke my heart 

When I tell them the true story they say oh shit they say dude 
I’m so 

sorry) 



II These stories keep these fractures still 


storying at the site of the story I keep 


repeating 


I do not mean I do not really mean that 
these stories are true 
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organization to... 
INFINITY!!! 

Now add to that a 40% I, 
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The female pronoun has been added in the spirit of equality. 
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radical is a lit zine put together by the people 
at RADICAL PAPER PRESS, you can learn more 
about what we do at radicalpaper.tumblr.com. 

we also can be seen propagandizing here: @stolenpaper 

this is the first issue of radical, there might 
never be another, we make zines and chapbooks 
and other paper w/ images and words on it by hand. 

we are anti-profit, we are anti-capitalist, you should be, too. 

email questions, hate-mail, raves, and submissions 

to radicalpaperweight@gmail.com 

yUfH- jDlUAs... k M' 
























